232        THE THINGS WE ARE

He entered Felicia's bare sitting-room, with
its shaded light and vast expanse of yellow
matting. " Miss Considine . . . Miss Sidney
... Mr. Heffer."

" Will you have your stool, Bett ? "

She ran out of the room and fetched a
square, solid stool, while he tried, in vain,
to substantiate a dim memory of having seen
Miss Considine's heavy face, her drooping
lids, her languid, massive arms, before. She
lay back against the wall on one of Felicia's
low divans. Mr. Heffer clasped his knees
intently at her side and stared with vague
eyes and thin-pressed lips at some unknown
spot on the floor. Miss Sidney jangled a
handbag in the big arm-chair.

Mr. Heffer focused his spot, seemed to
find what he was looking for, and began to
writhe, like the Pythonissa, before delivering
his oracle.

" I think" he said in a high staccato,
" that he's all wrong. It's simply silly to
ignore the realities. There are realities. To
talk as he talks is misleading, positively
dangerous. We're dealing with the actual
world."

Felicia squatted on a divan to herself,
like a Turk, and lit a cigarette.